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7 he Tngedie o/Hamlct 
Bciti, tis not it begins with P/n-^/.The rugged P/V rhw, bee 

whoie fable armes, . LI 

Blacke ns his purpofe did thenight reiemble. 

When hcc lay couched in th’cmir.ous hotfe, 

Hath now this dread and black completion lmeard. 

With hcraldy more difmali head to toote, 

Now is hee total! Gules, horridly crickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafled with the parching ftreetes 
Than lend a tirranous and a damned light 
To their Lords murther, rolled in wrath and hre, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbunckles, the hellifliP?rw*tf 
Old grandfirc P riant fcck.es ; fo proceed you. 

p 3. Fort god nvy Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 
VU,. Anon Se finds kirn (foi d.fcretioB. 

Striking too 1W at Greekcs, his antickc fword 
Rebellious to his arme ; lies where it fals. 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall mateht, 

P irrhus at Vriam driues, in rage firikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell fword, 

Th’vnncrucd father falls 
Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoopcs to his bafe ; and with a hiddious cralh 
Takes prifonerP/rr^#/ carc,for lo his fwoid 
Which was declining onthe milkie head 
Of reuerent Pmw, feem'd i’th ayre to Sick, 

So as a painted tirant Pirrhm flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 

Did nothing: 

But as wee often fee againft fomc uorme, 

Afilenceinthe heauens, the racke ft and (till, 

The boutd winds fpeechleffe, and the orbe be.owc 
As hufh as death, anone the dread full thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after p irrhus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fees him new a workc. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Marfes Armor forg'd for ptoofe ctetnc, 

With lefferemorfe then P irrhus bleeding fword 
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Prince cf Denmarhe. 

Out, out, thou flrumpet Fcrtunelall you gods, 

In generall finod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes,and folles from her wheele. 

And boule the round nauedownethe hill of heauem 
As lowe as to the fiends. 

Polo. This is too long, 

Ha . It ilial to the barbers with your beardjprethec lay on, he s 
for a Iig,or a^tale of bawdry ,or he flcepes,fay on, come to Hecuba, 

P4ry.But who, a woe.bad fecnc the mobled Queenej 

H am. The mobled Qneene, 

P do, That's good. 

‘P/rfy.Runne barefootc vp and downe,threatning the names 
With B tfon rhume, a clout vpon chat head 
Where late the Diadem ftoocl,and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had fcene, with tongue in venom fteept^ 

Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon haueproncunc dj 
But if the gods themfclues did fee her then. 

When fhc fa w Ptrhus make malicious (port 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limmes, 

Theinftant burftof clamor that fhe made,. 

Vnlefle things mortall mooue them not at all. 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And paffion in the gods, 

Pol. I.ooke where hchas not turned hi$co!!our,and has tcares 
ir.’s eyes prethce no more, 

H..'m.Tis welljlc haue thee fpcake out the reft of thisfoone, 
good my Lord will you fee che players well beftowed ; doc you 
hcare, let them be well vfed, for they are the abftracft andbreefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their ill report w hile you liue. 

Pol. My Lord,I will vfe them according to their defert. 

H am, Gods bodkin man, much better, vfc euery man after his 
defert, and who fhall feape whipping. vfe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the lefie they dcfertie the more merrit is 
in your bounty. Take them in, 

Pol. Come firs, > 
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